CHAPTER 159 


September 28, 2011 


“| shit you not, the fucker put cuffs on me. It took every fiber of my being not to spit 
in the prick’s face.” 


The investigation team had been out at an old basketball court near the flood 
plains; worn down, but still pretty sturdy from the looks of it. They were for the most 
part just throwing a ball around that Yu had borrowed from practice; not really 
playing a game, though they were shooting and passing and all of that shit. 
Everyone was out on the court, save for Yukiko and Rise, who had opted to just 
watch from a nearby bench as the rest tossed the ball around, conversing over 
whatever was on their mind; and of course Kurt wasn’t present either, because... 
well... why would he be? He may not have liked living those kids alone in that place 
like that, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have better things to do than babysit a 
bunch of teenagers twenty four seven. Teddie wasn’t there either, but of course; 
that was probably another intentional decision on the team’s behalf. Teddie could 
be rather annoying at times, so they’d rather he not ruin the game by trying to eat 
the basketball or something. So that left all of the guys, Justin included, surprisingly 
enough, and Chie and Maya on the court, dribbling and taking pot shots at the 
basketball hoops. 


“He tried to arrest you!? For what!?” Chie shouted with aggravation, tossing the ball 
over to Justin. Justin shrugged a bit, as he caught the ball, bouncing it against the 
pavement beneath him, but not really dribbling it. Probably because Justin had not 
athletic prowess whatsoever and didn’t actually KNOW how to dribble. Regardless, 
he rebounded the ball off the ground beneath him a couple times before 
responding, catching the balls in his hands and grasping onto it firmly. 


“| don’t know; He just felt like adding to his arrest record | guess. And since Kanji 
and | are ‘delinquents’ we were the first people on his chopping block.” Justin 
shrugged before tossing the ball over to Maya. If there was anything the group had 
learned during this little session of theirs, it was that Justin could not shoot a basket 
to save his life; so even though he was mere feet away from the basketball hoop, it 
would be reckless to let him attempt to make that shot. Even if they weren’t 
keeping score or playing a traditional game. “It’s a good thing Adachi came around 
when he did; | could have gotten into some pretty deep shit if he didn’t bail us out 
like that.” 


“Pfft, you know those charges weren’t gonna stick; they didn’t have anything on 
us.” Kanji remarked with slight annoyance towards the topic at hand, watching as 
Maya attempted to take a shot at the hoop. She was having just as shitty luck as 
Justin by this point, which was saying something. She used to be pretty damn 


athletic before all the shit went down with the television; but once she stopped 
eating, she just didn’t have the strength or willpower to keep it up. After that, her 
muscles just got weak over time; it was part of the reason she always got so sick 
from running around too much. Even then, though, it seemed pretty unlikely that 
Maya’s problem with scoring baskets was related to her physical health. No, it was 
much more likely that her heart just wasn’t into it. It was clear to everyone that 
Maya was having a hard time coping with life now that she couldn’t speak; even 
things that wouldn’t require talking just seemed to lose their magic without it. And 
sure, she had been getting better, closer towards acceptance of her condition, but 
she was still a ways off. 


“Uh, yeah... sure...” Justin mumbled hesitatingly. Maybe they didn’t have anything 
on Kanji; but they’d have plenty on Justin if they decided they wanted to turn out his 
pockets; which they most certainly would if he came in with cuffs. A couple of 
strange glances were passed Justin’s way, perhaps because the group was picking 
up that there was something he wasn’t saying. Hell, Kanji was there, and even he 
was a little suspicious of whatever it was Justin was trying to hide from them. The 
only one who actually knew what he was talking about was Maya; who had seen 
him slip the gun in his back pocket on several occasions. The first time she saw it, it 
scare her half to death; she wouldn’t lie and pretend that after all that happened 
she was okay with laying her eyes on a pistol again. It horrified her watching Justin 
carry around the killing machine that had ruined their lives, as if watching him 
follow the same deranged path she had years ago. But she kept her mouth shut; 
she never said a word of it to him or the rest of the group out of pure fear. She 
didn’t speak of the gun then, and she wouldn’t speak of it now; even if the sound of 
that thing firing off in the television world sent a shiver down her spine. Even if 
every time she saw that metallic gleam, she could feel her heartstrings tensing up 
in dreadful anticipation. 


Yosuke slowly made his way towards Maya as the ball bounced backtowards her, 
rolling to a stop at her feet, picking the ball up and handing it back off to her. Only, 
as he let go of the ball, he slowly circled around to her back side, grabbing at her 
arms the way one would when instructing a child how to do something. Maya, of 
course, immediately turned red with embarrassment; not sure how to react to this. 
He never did this kind of stuff when she could speak; save maybe the summer 
festival a while back. She wasn’t really sure what to make of it all in all honesty. 
“You're shooting a little too high, try aiming it from here.” He instructed her, his 
voice flowing sweetly though one ear and out the other. She didn’t exactly have 
much to say about all of this; how to express how she felt about this, and even if 
she did, she doubted she’d have the guts to tell him. Instead, she simply nodded, 
allowing him to move her arms into position before she attempted to throw it again. 
This time it rebounded off the back board and into the hoop with one foul swoop. 
Seemed Yosuke knew more than you would have thought about basketball. Maya 
smiled with satisfaction as the ball swiped through the net beneath it; hell she 


looked like she would have jumped for joy if people weren’t watching. Which was 
probably smart, because it wasn’t like she painted the Mona Lisa or anything; she 
shot a basket. Now if JUSTIN had managed to pull it off, that would be a different 
story. “See? There you go.” Yosuke smiled at her before backing away, catching the 
ball bouncing back their way. 


“So Adachi busted you guys out?” Yu questioned, catching the ball as Yosuke 
passed it off to him. Yu, being on the basketball team and all, decided that would be 
the perfect time to be a show off and spin the ball around on his finger with little to 
no effort. The ball stayed in motion for a good while too, not so much as tipping 
from side to side on his finger tip as Yu spoke to Justin. Justin nodded before 
snatching the ball out of his hands, partially because he was sick of Yu rubbing it in 
his face how much better at sports he was, partially because he wanted to focus on 
the conversation and not Yu’s handling of a basketball. 


“Oh yeah, he blew a hole in our cell wall with dynamite; there was a helicopter and 
everything involved. Should have seen it.” Justin remarked sarcastically, jumping up 
to try and score a shot of his own with the basketball, to no avail. Justin sighed and 
shook his head as the ball fell completely short of the net, like he didn’t even have 
the strength to toss the ball far enough to make it in the basket. “And yet another 
reminder of how much | suck at not being a couch potato.” He groaned as Kanji ran 
off to grab the ball and bring it back to the group. 


“Funny; you know what | mean.” Yu rolled his eyes, though he chuckled all the 
same. It was hard to tell if he really thought it was funny, or if he was just being 
sarcastic, but Justin supposed that certain questions just weren’t worth being 
answered. He’d be more than content not knowing the true intention behind that 
remark; with just pretending Yu thought Justin was one hell of a comedian. After all; 
if he lost his sense of humor, what else did he have left? 


“Yeah; amazing the kinds of strings a detective can pull, eh?” Justin chuckled. It was 
pretty clear that the officer had let go of the cuffs reluctantly, so it could most likely 
be assumed the only reason the cop had let the teenagers go was because he had 
no other choice. And that meant that Adachi had probably pulled some serious rank 
shit to get Justin away from a cell. “Mark my words; Adachi is by far the best cop in 
this god forsaken town.” Justin remarked as Kanji threw the ball back over to the 
group. Justin caught it, but he was very quick to pass it off to Yosuke. He was done 
making an ass out of himself. Well; almost anyway. 


“Justin!” Chie shouted in a shocked tone. It wasn’t the part about Adachi being the 
best cop in town that had struck her the way it had; even if that was kind of an 
insult in and of itself. Last she checked, Adachi did nothing but slack off and run his 
mouth when he wasn’t supposed to. He was a nice guy, but god damn was he an 
awful cop. No siree, it was the part where Justin referred to Inaba as ‘this god 


forsaken town.’ Inaba was a nice play; and for the most part, it had accepted Justin 
as if he had been born here. The least he could do was show it some respect. Justin 
shook his head and waved his hands in a defensive manner. 


“Sorry, slip of the tongue. Didn’t mean it like that.” Justin tried to defend himself. He 
liked Inaba; really he did. He wasn’t a fan of it being small; just meant that people 
knew who he was, that he couldn’t really blend with the crowds because crowds 
were pretty much non-existant here, but as a whole it was a wonderful town full of 
kind people. And besides, anything was an improvement over the Ritalin rats of the 
back alleys in San Diego. Chie sighed with disappointment, though she supposed 
she couldn’t be too angry at the guy for one remark. He HAD said far worse after all. 


“Not gonna lie Justin, Adachi’’s... Kind of, uh... How do | put it...” Yu rubbed at his 
chin, debating what the best way of describing Adachi would be without offending 
anyone. It was no mystery to the group that Adachi was a slacker and a blabber 
mouth, both really hard traits to associate with a good police officer. Sure, he did his 
job, and usually he did it well, but... Yu wasn’t sure he could consciously say Adachi 
was the best cop in this town. He was about average in almost every regard, and 
that’s not counting his crippling flaws, laziness being the primary offender. 


“Lazy? Talks to much?” Justin spoke on behalf of Yu, who was almost surprised 
Justin was filling in the blanks with a smile on his face; like he wasn’t even offended 
that he was insulting Adachi’s character. Yu didn’t really know much about it, but he 
had heard Adachi make a passing reference or two about him and Justin while he 
was over for dinner, so it could probably be assumed the two were friends at the 
very least. Justin chuckled a bit. “Yeah he may be lazy, but he’s an honest cop that 
knows how to do his job. Last | checked, that’s what defined a good cop.” Justin 
remarked. The others just shrugged. They were sure there was more to it than that, 
but they weren’t really going to change Justin’s mind on the matter. Besides; they 
weren’t here to discuss whether or not Adachi was a good cop. They were here to 
just have fun and unwind after school... Or absolutely nothing in Justin’s case. 
Speaking of school, actually... 


“So; you’re coming back to school tomorrow, right?” Chie questioned, grabbing a 
hold of the ball as Yosuke passed it off to her. Why they were passing the ball 
instead of shooting hoops was really up for question, though Justin sure as hell 
wasn’t objecting. He could pass a ball no problem; if there was ANYTHING he was 
good at, it was putting the burden of athletic prowess on someone else. Justin 
groaned a bit, shaking his head. He wasn’t really looking forward to going back in all 
honesty. 


“Yep; | almost forgot what a massive pain in the ass homework was too.” Justin 
remarked only semi sarcastically. He had hoped to push it all off until the last 
minute, but it turns out that three reports in one days was a HUGE overkill. So 
instead he just copy pasted a Wikipedia article. You’d think that was a bad thing, 


but it wouldn’t be the first time he had done it to get out of doing homework. And 
what were they going to do if they caught him? Suspend him again? Sounded like 
fun, honestly. 


“It'll be nice having you back.” Chie smiled warmly, sliding ever so slightly closer to 
Justin, just close enough to whisper in his ear. “You know, it’s just not the same with 
your seat empty.” She whispered sweetly, pulling herself away and giggling to 
herself. Justin was a little confused by the gesture, though his cheeks grew red hot 
all the same. It was pretty damn noticeable too, given that Maya had actually 
started to chuckle a bit at Justin’s red face. Well; as much as she could without 
being able to make noise that is. It sounded more like weezing than anything, but 
the way she was hunched over and had her mouth covered by her hand; it was 
clear she was laughing. It still filled her with disgust watching those two get all lovy- 
duby; but it never got old how Justin’s face looked just like a tomato when he got 
embarrassed. Justin bit his lip a bit, trying his damndest too cool his face down with 
sheer willpower. It didn’t really work. Though, Maya’s sudden laughter fit had 
reminded him about something he wanted to ask her. 


“Hey... Uh, Maya...” Justin rubbed at the back of his neck. “I Know you probably 
don’t want to talk about it; but are you going to be alright with me gone...? You 
know, with the whole sign language thing?” Justin questioned somberly, a little 
disappointed that he had to discuss this with her. He just wanted to make sure 
she'd be alright with him away, with no means of her communicating with people if 
she needed to. Maya’s giggle fit died out almost immediately, replaced by a 
sorrowful frown. Why did Justin have to bring that up of all things? She was trying to 
forget about, and he just kept shoving it down her throat. It was quiet throughout 
the entire court as Justin brought up something they had all been trying to ignore. 
They didn’t care if she could speak or not, but at the same point, they could only 
imagine how devastating it was for her, how it must feel to not be able to speak to 
your friends and loved ones. They didn’t know how to approach that kind of 
situation, so they did the next best thing: they ignored it. Yosuke frowned with 
sorrow as all signs of joy faded from Maya’s face, only sorrowful resentment across 
the corners of her lips, eyes wide, but shineless. He bit his lip for a moment before 
slowly approaching Maya, placing his hand along the width of her shoulder blade in 
a reassuring manner. 


“Hey; she'll be just fine.” Yosuke smiled at her, though Maya just stared back with 
this wide-eyed gaze, like a child who had just been taught the true meaning of 
Christmas. She didn’t know what she would say now if she could, all she knew was 
she felt strangely... happy to have the brown-haired boy supporting her, putting his 
faith in her, even over something as silly as communicating with others. Made her 
feel like she could do anything; just because he believed in her. She slowly began to 
smile at the boy, knowing no other way to communicate the way he made her feel 
about him. 


And for just a brief moment, it felt like time had just stood still as she basked in the 
sunshine of his love. 


